CANTO 7.                              31

Merry elves their morris pacing,

To aerial minstrelsy,
Emerald rings on brown heath tracing,

Trip it deft and merrily.

Up, and friark their nimble feet I                         160

Up, and list their music sweet!'

XVI.
RIVER SPIRIT.

* Tears of an imprison'd maiden

Mix with my polluted stream;
Margaret of Branksome, sorrow-laden,

Mourns beneath the moon's pale beam.           165

Tell me, thou, who view'st the stars,
When shall cease these feudal jars ?
What shall be the maiden's fate?
Who shall be the maiden's, mate ?'

XVII.

MOUNTAIN SPIRIT.

'Arthur's slow wain his course doth roll,             170

In utter darkness round the pole;
The Northern Bear lowers black and grim:
Orion's studded belt is dim ;
Twinkling faint, and distant far,
Shimmers through mist each planet star;           175

111 may I read their high decree!
But no kind influence deign they shower
On Teviot's tide, and Branksome's Tower,

Till pride be quell'd, and love be free.'

XVIII.

The unearthly voices ceased,                                180

And the heavy sound was still;
It died on the rivers breast,

It died on the side of the hill.
But round Lord David's tower

The sound still floated near ;                            185